
The Tragedy 

Enter Dutches of Yorks > with CUrence Children » 

Boy. T ell me good Granam, is our father dead? 

Dm. No boy. (brea 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands, and bcate your 
ind crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy Tonne? 

Gerl. Why doe you looke on vs and iliake your head, 
retches, Orphanes,caftawaies» 


And call vs 
If that our noble father be aline? 

Dm. My prt ty Cofens, you mi flake me mucin 
I doe lament the ficknefleof the King: 

As loth to loofc him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour, to weepe for one thats loft. 

Boy . Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King ray V nckle is too blame for this: 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily praiers.all to thateffett. 

Dut. Peace children, peace, the King doth louc you weli 
Incapable and fhallow innocents, 

You cannot guefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam we can: For my good Vncklc Gloceftcr 
Tould me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deuifd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he tould me fo, he wept. 

And liugd me in his armc,and kindly kift my chccke, 
And bad me rely on him as in my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his child. 

Dm. Oh that deceit fhould ftcale fuch gentle ftiapcs. 
And with a vertuous vifard hide foule guile: 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my Thame: 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Tbinke you my Vnckle did diffemble Granam? 

DM. I boy. 

Boy. 1 cannot thinke it, hark what noife is this. Enter the 

q u. Oh who lhall hinder me to waile and weepe? Quit. 
To chide rny fortune, and torment my felfc? 
lie ioinc with blacke defpaire againft my foule, 

And to my felfe become an enemy. 

Dm. Whatmcanes this fceanc of rude impatience. 

Qtt^ To make an aft of tra^icke violence; Ed- 
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ef Richard the third, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now therootc is witherdf 
Why wither not the lcaues, the lap being gone? 

If you will liuc, lament: lfdie, be briefer 

That our fwiftwinged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To hisnew kingdome of pcrpetuall reft, 

DM. Ah fomuch intereft hauc I in thy forroyv. 

As 1 had title in thy noble husband: 

I hauebewept a worthy husbands death, 

And lin’d by looking on his images. 

Bnt now two mirrours of his Princely fembJancc, 

Are crackt in pieces by malignant death: 

And I for comfort kauc but one falfcglallc. 

Which grieuc* racwhenlfcc my (Fame in him. 

Thou ar t a widdow, yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children from minearmes, 
Andpluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe hauc I 
Thcn,being but moity of my griefe, 

To ouergo thy plaints and drownc thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you Wept not for our father* death. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tcarcs. 

Gerl. Our 6therlcflc diftrefle was left vnmoand* 

Your widdowes dolours likewife be Vnwept. 

Q«. Giuemeno help in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring foorth laments: 

Alllprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 
Thatlbeinggouerndby the watry moane. 

May fend foorth plenteous tcarcs to drownc the world: 
Oh for my husband, for my eirc Lo: Edward. 

<simbo Oh for our father, for our deare Lo: Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both , both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Q#^ What flay had Ibut Edward, and he isgone? 

•Am. What flay had we but Clarence,and lie is gone? 
Dut. Whatflaies had I but they, and they arc gone? 

Q »• Was neucr Widdow, had fo dcarc a Ioffe. 
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